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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is the fic the muse hijacked so feedback would be appreciated just to make sure we are on the right 


track. None of it is real, it all comes from my perverted mind 


Prologue 


A small European tour, with just the four of them, had seemed like a good idea at the time. A few sell out 
dates in Spain, Germany and the UK, with enough downtime in between to write and rehearse new material 
before heading back to LA and a well-earned break from the Foo's. 

The reality had not been so simple. Chris's marriage had imploded whilst the group were in Spain. Things had 
been shaky for a while and no one was really surprised, least of all Chris, when the final act was played out. 
The manner in which it was done was the biggest surprise and the ramifications sent shockwaves across the 
whole band, changing the group dynamic. Secrets and passions which had been hidden or submersed for years 
floated to the surface and were played out under the radar of the press and music journalists who would 


have killed for the real story of the tour. 


Chapter One 


The band returned to the hotel in the early hours of the morning after their last gig in Barcelona. As was the 
norm everyone gravitated towards the bar after freshening up. 

"Where's Shifty?" Dave asked as they sat down on the plush sofas and easy chairs that littered the subtly 
lighted room. Taylor shrugged. 


"He was still in his room when | came down" Nate confirmed. 


" so if you sign here, and here."the lawyer pointed to the form's in front of Chris. "I'll witness your signature 
and then get these back to the States. By the time you get back it should all be dealt with." 

Chris took the proffered pen and signed the divorce papers. The lawyer witnessed the signature and put the 
papers back in his briefcase. Both men stood as one and headed for the door. 

"Thanks" Chris muttered as they reached the elevator. 

"l'm just doing my job Mr Shiflett. I'm sorry it had to be done this way, but it means less hassle for you and 
it also keeps it more private". 

Chris nodded; he could see the sense in that, the less people who witnessed the final moments of his marriage 
the better. 

They journeyed to the ground floor in silence. The doors opened and with a wave and a promise that if there 
were any hitches he would be in touch the lawyer headed for the hotel foyer and his taxi back to the airport. 


Chris watched him go; his face an unreadable mask, then turned on his heels and headed for the bar. 


"You took your time" Taylor grumbled as Chris dropped onto a sofa next to Nate. 

"Sorry Taylor | didn't realise the party couldn't start until | arrived!" Chris responded sharply. The atmosphere 
which had been quite chilled changed suddenly and Nate looked at Chris with concerned eyes. 

"You okay?" 

Chris ran his left hand across his face. Nate immediately noticed the glaring absence of a wedding band. He 
scowled at Taylor hoping he would pick up on the non-verbal hint to keep his mouth shut. Needless to say he 
didn't. 

"What kept you then?" 

"Who died and made you the boss of me?" Chris retorted, his whole body stiffening, fingers balling into fists. 


"Just ignore him Chris" Nate cautioned again throwing the blonde a murderous look. 


Dave returned with a tray full of bottles and glasses and further conversation halted whilst everyone sorted 
their drinks out. Nate became more concerned when he realised Chris was pouring himself a whiskey rather 
than getting his usual soda and lime. Dave noticed too and raised a questioning eyebrow. Nate did his best to 
indicate the missing ring but wasn't subtle enough for Chris. 

"So what were you doing?" Taylor pushed, never one to let things go. 

If you must know Taylor" Chris leaned back with a glass in his hand "I was with a lawyer signing divorce 
papers!" 

Nate was pleased to note the look of concern and apology that passed across Taylor's face. 

"Dudel."he began hesitantly. Chris waved away his apology. 

Its okay, better that you know | guess, but it's just between us okay. And | don't want it to be a big thing. 


Shit happens!" He downed the amber liquid in one go and leaned forward as Dave offered to pour him a second 


glass. "Let's get drunk’ 
"Sounds like a plan’ Dave smiled. 


Chapter two 


Author's Notes: 
None of it is real, it all comes from my perverted mind. | own nothing and no one. 


Chapter Two 


"IFs not like | didn't know it was coming" Chris said later. It was just him and Nate, everyone else, including the 
bar staff, had gone to bed. "But it still doesn't stop it being a shock y'know". 

Nate nodded, he was struggling to keep his eyes open, and the combination of post gig fatigue and alcohol was 
making its presence felt. But what was a few hours lost sleep when the man next to him had just lost 
everything he had worked so hard to maintain 


Chris buried his head in his hands and the tears that had been threatening, since the lawyer had knocked on 


his hotel room door, finally broke free. 


This release of emotion shocked Nate more than the missing wedding band or the amount of booze Chris had 
consumed in a short space of time. To him Chris had always been the strong silent type who never showed his 
emotions. He had assumed that the regular trips to the gym, where Chris would pummel shit out of a punch 
bag, were his emotional release. This was a new side to the man and Nate felt honoured to be able to see this, 
knowing that Chris would never have broken down this way in front of Dave or Taylor. 

He felt it strengthened the friendship the two men had, one that Nate was jealous to guard and keep special. 
He had always felt a bit of a spare part before Chris joined the band. Dave and Taylor were so close, 
practically joined at the hip. Nate had often wondered if their relationship was more than ‘just best of friends’. 
It wouldn't have bothered him if it was but it made him feel even more alone in the group. So when Chris 
arrived on the scene and hit it off with him from the start Nate felt he had found his own ‘best friend’. He 
knew he would be lying to himself if he didn't acknowledge the fact that he wanted it to be more than just 
friends. But there was no point in dwelling on that. Chris was most straight man he had ever come across in 
his life, happily married, well he had been. Three lovely kids, the all American dream. Why spoil a good 
friendship for something that he was content to leave to his imagination and fantasise about on the long, lonely 
rights spent on tour. No, that wasn't true. He wasn't content to leave it to his imagination, many nights he had 
lain awake knowing Chris was in the room next to his wishing he had the nerve knock on his door and declare 
his true feelings, but what could he do, he couldn't risk the friendship they had the bond they shared, for his 
own selfish needs. So he made the most of the time they spent together and banked each little memory, to be 


replayed and edited in his mind to a more acceptable but unrealistic outcome. 


Seeing the man he cared for, hell loved, in such pain and distress made Nate feel utterly helpless. There had to 


be something he could do, some way of letting Chris know that he was loved and that someone cared for him. 


Chris lifted his head, tears streamed down his face. 


"Look at me l'm such a lightweight, fucking crying like a girl" 

"Hey c'mon" Nate shifted his position so he was close enough to put a comforting arm round Chris "it's just a 
natural reaction, a release of all your feelings, it's not girly. Best to let it all out than let it eat you up". 

"Yeah | guess.thank God its you that's here and not fucking Taylor. I'd never be allowed to forget it! Chris 
smiled but there was no humour in it. A fresh wave of tears overtook Chris and he leaned into Nate, his tears 


dropping onto the bass player's t-shirt. 


Nate felt his heart rate increase and hoped the sound wasn't too audible in Chris's ear. He brushed his hand 
across the short dark hair and without thinking kissed the bent head just like his mother used to do, when she 
was comforting him after a fall, when he was a small child. 

Chris lifted his head, his lips millimetres away from Nate's. Nate tasted the whiskey breath from the slightly 
parted lips, and without a care for the consequences closed the precious gap, briefly brushing Chris's lips with 
his own. He pulled away, tasting the salt from the tears, desperate to repeat his actions but not wanting to 
take advantage of the vulnerable man. 

"Don't."Chris murmured, leaning forward, his hand reaching for Nate's neck, drawing him back to his lips. 

Salty wetness, whiskey and beer mingled as Nate's tongue sought out Chris's. As the kiss deepened Chris's 
moved his hand to Nate's chest, fingers spread across his breast bone, above his heart. Gentle pressure 
exerted on him, pushing him back against the cool leather of the sofa Chris's weight on top of him, their 
mouth's still locked together. It was all Nate had dreamt of and more. 


The kiss seemed to last eternity and Nate wished time had stopped when Chris pulled away. 

"l.m." blue eyes bright with unshed tears looked at him in confusion. 

“Ssssshhhhhhhh" Nate placed a finger to the moist lips. Chris lifted himself from Nate's prone body. Sighing 
resignedly Nate sat back, leaning against the back of the sofa. "C'mon buddy, | don't know about you but I'm 
beat" Nate stood up and held out a hand to draw the other man from the sofa. 

Chris rose like a man in a dream, linked his fingers into Nate's. 


"Your room or mine?" he asked quietly. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
| own nothing. Blame the muse 


Chapter three 


Nate woke suddenly. The late afternoon sun shone across the tangled sheets of his bed, warming his naked 
body. He turned his face to escape the glare, expecting to see Chris next to him. But he was alone. 

"Fuck" he sat up and instantly regretted the sudden movement as a wave of nausea engulfed him. He made for 
the en-suite. Supporting himself with a palm against the wall, he hurled into the porcelain bowl. Images flooded 
unchecked into his mind's eye as his stomach emptied. 

Chris above him, beneath him. Fingers touching, exploring. Teeth grazing, nipping, biting. Chris's face contorting 
as he came noiselessly, then collapsing into Nate's embrace. 

Nate closed his eyes as he retched against his now empty stomach. Rested his head against the cold wall tiles. 
“Chris..."He whispered. 

"What?" 

Nate's eyes opened in shock as he jumped at the sound. Chris was leaning against the doorframe. 
"Lightweight!" Chris grinned, turning back into the bedroom. 

"Yeah well some of us don't have your rock hard constitution’ Nate responded to the retreating back. 

After splashing some water over his face and swilling some mouthwash Nate ventured back into bedroom, 
looking for something to cover his nakedness and embarrassment. 

Chris threw him a pair of shorts from the bed 

"D'you think I'd run out on you to kiss and tell?" he asked as he unscrewed the bottle of JD he had acquired 
from the bar, 

"|.er.l" Nate stammered. 

"What happens on tour stays on tour right?" 

Nate nodded. 


"Want one?" Chris indicated to the two glasses on the night stand. Nate shook his head, he was marvelling at 
Chris's ability to bounce back from a heavy session without any apparent side effects or was he still drunk 
and just keeping himself topped up? 

"Suit yourself - you don't mind if | do?" Again Nate shook his head. He couldn't get his head round the 
situation. Chris was being so..so.normal. Well drinking JD at three in the afternoon wasn't normal even for a 
tour butotherwise. No hint of the intimacy they had shared only hours before. Nate was confused. 

"Sure you don't want a drink?" Chris asked as he poured himself a second glass. 

"Chris?" 

"Yea?" 

"You okay?" 


Chris drained the glass of amber liquid in one go. 


"Fine! Couldn't be better! I'm suddenly a single man in my early 40's. | feel as if my life has ended and | don't 
know when l'm going to see my kids. Life's fucking great Natel" His eyes filled with angry tears "Just fucking." 
sobs wracked his body and his shoulders heaved "great!" 

Nate closed the distance between them and with some effort took the glass and bottle from Chris's firm 
grasp, and placed them on the night stand. 

"Hey" Nate pulled Chris into his embrace, cradling the sobbing man close to him. Chris clung to him like a 
drowning man. Hot tears fell into the sandy coloured hair across Nate's chest. Nate summoned up all his wil 
power and pulled away just enough to look into Chris's face. 

‘lm here whenever you need me Chris, y'know that don't you?" his voice was heavy with longing. Chris's body 
stiffened in Nate's arms. He moved away from the bass player. Nate felt the rebuff as a knife to his heart. 
"I know. Put some clothes on let's go hit the bar!" Chris kissed Nate fleetingly on the lips and stood up. 

"Chris are you sure this is the right thing to do?" Nate asked as he pulled on a clean shirt. 

"Who gives a fuck Mendel? Its time to live like rock stars not fucking monks!" 


